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XINES 
ON THE DEATH OF LORD BYRON. 



Lord of the lt&s ! a lon^ farewell ! 

What clime o^ermounts my genius now f 
Still of thy triumphs do they tell ? 

Still wreathes tne laurel round thy brow ? 
Say, is the magic of thy mind. 
As erst with us, still unconfined ? 

Lord of the Ijrre ! may passion^s sweQ 
Be yet thy wild discursive theme ?, 

Mayst thou yet sound the tjnrant^s knell, 
And sin^ of liberty supreme ? 

Still may thy spAtf flaahmg far. 

The tocsin sound c^ freedom^s war P 

Or dost thou, in some brighter land. 
The ^Iden lyre of love assume ; 

And, mmgling from thy mighty hand, 

Throu^ aU the unfading bowers of bloom. 

Do lovers soft song and fiiendship^s strain 

In balmy union breathe again ? 

Oh! vainly questioned !— -who diall say 

Where thie ethereal spirit turns. 
When this our cold ob^ructed clay 

The gaunt md greedy grave inums? 
Who sludl tta traodess dwdbng sliow. 
Or of its occupation know ? 



Thy harp of pas^n breathes not now 
Its might its magic on our land; 

No more its voiced numbers flow 
Majestic from thy master-hand : 

No more the veil is drawn apart 

That shrouds the secrets of the heart. 

The self-examinant no more. 

In pride's or frenzy's burning hour, 

Drags forth his bosom's buried store, 
With all a spell-fraught wizard's power, 

Giving to gazing millions' scan 

The might and meannesses of man. 

The living tale of love no more 

Breathes beauty from some sunny isle, 

As, wandering on the lonely shore, 
The soul-sprung lovers sweetly smile. 

Companioned with sea, rock, and sky. 

And thine own feelings warm and high! 

The song of freedom's youthful war 

Is mute, as is its master now. 
That, kindling in the climes afar. 

Won new-formed chaplets for thy brow. 
And added to thy glorious lyre 
The enei^es of patriot fire! 

Ah me ! all voiceless on his shore 
The Greek, subdued by sorrow, sits. 

As o'er his mind the vifflcm hoar 
Of his loved country's glories flits-— 

Of Marathon—- Colouri's sea— 

The Spartan's tomb, Thermopylae ! 

Such is his gloom, such his despair. 
As filled his countrymen of yore. 

Who inlent sou^t the Persians' lair, 

And steeped their swords in Persian gore. 

When royal Xerxes quailed beneath 

The midnight scene of blood and death! 



Yea, through that great and glorious dime 
Grief walks in solemn sadness pale, 

And all its energies sublime 
Are palsied by the chilling tale. 

That death hath grasped with griesly hand 

The peerless One of all the land ! 

Oh! Son of Song ! how many an eye 

With them will shed the sacred tear — 
How many a bosom's inmost sigh 

Will soar above thy bannered bier- 
Sunk, as thou art, in whehnin^ night 
From the full flood of glory's fight ! 

Thy course hath been a meteor's path, 

Kevealing all a meteor's rays. 
And all a meteor's scorching wrath. 

When chance or cunning dimm^ thy days; 
Yea, in all, through all, thou hast been 
As that which is but seldom seen ! 

Son of immortal Song ! thy death 

With victory's palm should have been crowned. 
Thou shouldst have pelded forth thy breath. 

In valour, as in song, renowned — 
Yea, on the battle field expired. 
With thy ancestral glories fired ! 

Yet, as it is, the two-fold rays 

Of song and fight blend round thy name. 
And graced with all the added blaze 

Tluit Greece can fling around thy fame- 
Yea, with thy lyre the sword is blent. 
And Greece must be thy monument ! 

Now, turn we to that northward shore 
Where first thy muse essayed to sing— - 

'Mid flashing streams and mountains hoar. 
Where fi^ she plumed her upward wing 

The eagle's cloudless course to run. 

And burst at once agamst the sun ! 



And turn we to mine own loved land. 
Where all thou now hast Irft remains, 

Who yet must with thy memory stand, 
Bound by indi^soluUe diain^— 

That land where first thy ]roung eye smiled 

Upon the mother of thy child ! 

Methinks I see that lonely form. 

Clad inxthe garb that mourners wear. 

Sinking beneath her aorrow'^s storm. 
In nlence, sadness, and despair. 

With all a widowed mother^s fears. 

Heart-burnings, frenzies, pangs, and tears ! 

She clasps her lorn and lovely child 
In trembling terror to her breast. 

And tells, with utterance weak and wild, 
The thrilling tale Hum art ai rest — 

And folds lier nearer to her heart. 

As though no more to beat apart ! 

And gazes deeplv on that face. 

Which haply bears some look of thee, 
And marks each near each distant trace. 
Which, Uving, she no more may see- 
Till sight fictitious seems to rise. 
And aU thou wert gleams in her eyes ! 

Ah me ! ^tis all of thee that now 

May ever on her bosom press-- 
And yet those eyes, that stainless brow. 

Can only feed her deep distress- 
Mute emblems of her noole ske, 
They may but fim a moth^'s fire ! 

And now, metbinks, ^th magic ghoice. 
The hour appears when last ye met*^ 

When discard made her dread advaaee, 
And love was for a moment set-*- 

When, bursting with thy tsdiaag&^ swdl. 

Thou pouredst tl^ jduntive ^Faie tfaee weU T 



Oh ! were the hearths vast votuine bad 

CoDoeaUess to the gazer's cm^ 
How mudi of suffering woula be said. 

To which ^twere Uesaedness to die. 
Since that dadk hour of scmtow came, 
Propelled ci passimi^s ireftd flame ! 

The midi^ht pillow, sooth, might speak 
Of deqpkss hours and fruitless tear&-^ 

Of the heart-wandering, wild and weak. 
The bosom and the brain that Isears — 

But oh! what pangs the bosom swell. 

Of which no t<»gue can ever tell ! 

Say, lovely mourner, wouldst thou not 
An emjMie ^ve that form to see. 

Which, tdl its feelings were forgot. 
Had still a priceless prize in thee. 

Whose thou^ts were thine, even in that hour 

When mankmd^s omqueror hath power ! 

Methinks I ^ee thy bumine ejes 
Quick glancing o^er his fadmg face. 

Fast as thy memory backward lies 
Its fondest feelings to retrace — . 

Methinks I see thy fair arms thrown 

On that which once was all thine own ! 

Methinks I see thy streaming eyes. 
Believing all thy sad hearths swdling. 

Beam love upon hun as he lies 

Prepared for his last tranquil d wdling ; 

His only daughter, too, is tli^re. 

Mingling her tears with thy despair ! 

Young sdon of a high-bom sire. 

When added years shall grace thy brow. 

When thou shalt feel thy father^s fire, 
Thy tears will faster flow than now— > 

When thou shalt see thy fEither^s fame. 

And think thou didst but know his name ! 
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When thou shalt think thy sparkling eye 

In consdous gaze was never set 
Upon that gem of jewelry, 

The richest of earth's coronet, 
Thou wilt thy desolaticm know, 
And bid thy sorrow's transports flow! 

Now ! look your last ! — ithe closing visiult, 
Enfolds him from this world of light ! 

Formed, as he was, of fame and famt, 
Oh! who shall <mate him in his might,' 

Or reach where he hath hung his name 

Upon the towering fane of fame! 

'Tis past ! — ^the long-drawn pageant's pride, 
The mourners' show, at len^, is past — 

And by thy mother's sacred side 
Thy frail remains are laid at last — 

Even in that manaon, side by side, 

< Where none hath spoken, none replied.' 

And so shall we — some few hours gone- 
Each to his dusky home repair. 

Perchance, without a simple stone 
To say who sleeps in sdence there ; 

Our lives in empty idling spent — 

No name, no fame, no monument. 

Shall it be so ? Oh ! let us rise. 

While yet we grasp the fleet-winged hour^ 
With thee exem^ar m our eyes, 

And win some portion of thy power — 
So shall we shun oblivion's gloom, 
And pass lamented to the tomb. ' 
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